THE    RIFLE                     315
She got up to rearrange a vase of flowers. It was silly of her
not to have finished her dinner: now she was hungry. She
made herself some sandwiches and took a bottle of wine into
her room. This was the moment for champagne. It should
be drunk to celebrate an occasion or to mitigate disaster.
But war or no war tonight women were sleeping with men.
More so perhaps because of the war. The long race memory
of their blood, of women empty because the men had gone,
called to them ... forced them. Desire was augmented by the
thought of manless days and lonely nights, by the knowledge
that a world denuded by death was a world only women could
refill. And the men who would fight in this war were those
who had been conceived in the last...
She picked up the tray.
Olga had not begun her supper when she heard Sebastian
calling. She went into the sitting room.
eYes?' she said. cWhat has happened?' The war... clt is no
use coming to talk about------'
CI want a rifle, Olga.'
She seemed surprised to see him, Sebastian thought. But,
after all, what could be more natural than to come in the
evening to borrow one of the professor's rifles. He had several
and rarely used any of them. It was the most natural thing in
the world. Also she looked very beautiful in the soft light of
the sitting room in her green dressing gown with her hair
rolled in a coronet about her head.
cBut why, Sebastian? Why now? What are you going to
do? Even if there is war. What can you do? We can decide
nothing till the others are back.5
cTo shoot,' Sebastian said. He hoped he did not sound ex-
cited. He smoothed his hair. 'Tomorrow I am going to shoot
something. I am starting early.'
cWhen did you make up your mind?9 Olga asked.
She understood nothing. No woman ever did.